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dead, invocation of saints, pilgrimages, celibacy, the seven
sacraments. Through his influence at Court, especially
with Cromwell, who was now rising into power, Wolsey
having fallen, Latimer was required to subscribe only two
articles, approving Lenten fasts and that the crucifix and
images of saints should be kept in churches as memorials.
But when Latimer had signed these two articles the reac-
tionary bishops persuaded their colleagues to defer his
release, and eventually to insist upon has signing all the
articles. This he did, and acknowledged on his knees that
whereas previously he had confessed only to committing
errors of discretion, he now, having searched his acts more
deeply, acknowledged that he had erred also in doctrine.
Not long after this humiliating surrender Latimer went to
see the reformer Bainham who had been flogged at the Tree
of Troth in Sir Thomas More's garden, and had been racked
in the Tower until he was almost lame, while More stood
over him. Latimer asked Bainham on what charges he had
been condemned. Bainham said he had called Thomas a
Becket a traitor. " That," said Latimer, " is no cause at all
worthy for a man to take his death upon." Whereupon
Bainham explained that he had also spoken against purga-
tory and the sale of masses, as being matters on which he
must go to his death to maintain his opinions.
" Marry," said Latimer, " in these articles your con-
science may be so stayed that you may seem rather to
die (think you ought to die) in the defence thereof, than
to recant. . . . But yet beware of vain-glory; for the
devil will be ready now to infect you therewith, when
you shall come into the multitude of the people,"
Bainham went to the stake, and Latimer returned to his
west country parish. We may suppose that the loss of his
friend spurred him to greater activity. His reforming
sermons roused the neighbourhood. Bristol, always an
excitable city, was in a ferment. The Catholics of Bristol,
Latimer tells us, procured " certain preachers to blatter
against him." One of these, Hubbardin,
" ordinarily rode in a long gown down to the horse's
heels, all bedirtied like a sloven, as though he were a
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